WAR                       nj
almost entirely upon Olga. Night after night the
young girl was roused by the dry, hacking cough that
preluded a heart seizure, and she scarce dared leave the
invalid, even to do the necessary meagre scraps of shop-
ping lest, during her absence, Madame Mociusko should
die unattended. Gretchen longed to relinquish her war
work, so as to relieve Olga of cares far too heavy for a
child's shoulders, but the household now depended
solely on her earnings, for Otto had invested all his
savings in Roumanian petroleum shares, and not a
single dividend reached Grafburg after the outbreak of
hostilities between Germany and Roumania. Anxiety
caused Olga to lose her craving for food, She no longer
experienced the sharp pangs of hunger that had pre-
viously plagued her. She was thankful for this respite,
but soon found shooting pains in the head, and a craving
for sleep almost more distressing. Owing to lack of
nourishment, Olga had little strength to resist the cold
of 1916, and Gretchen began to fear that the child would
not survive the winter, for Olga's health was yet farther
undermined by constant fretting about her mother, from
whom she had received no communication since the
end of 1914.
Suddenly, Madame seemed to regain vigour, and she
commenced to relieve Olga of some of the domestic
drudgery. On Olga's sixteenth birthday, January 2,
1917, Madame Mociusko tottered to a cupboard and,
after much fumbling with keys and refusals of assistance,
produced a small bottle of liqueur of her own making,
which she placed triumphantly on the kitchen table.
" There's no need to lock the cupboard again," she
remarked, " this is the last bottle, but, please God, as
soon as the War's over, I'll brew some more, to celebrate
Otto's return/'
Olga and Gretchen eyed each other in amazement.
It was the first time since 1914 that Madame Mociusko
had evinced the slightest hopefulness.